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00:00
EB: Okay. So if you can just start off by saying your name.

RLH: My name is Roger L’Heureux. [pronounces as though Le Roo] That’s the way it’s
pronounced here. We live here in America, so “L’Heureux” is just—[laughs]— as you know,
America isn’t too linguistic. My mother tried, somewhere along the way, to have people say
“L’Heureux” at the least but that didn’t work either so it’s—[laughs]—"Le Roo” [phonetic
spelling of his pronunciation]. So that is what it is.

VLH: [from off camera] It’s Americanized.
0:34

EB: We’re going to start off talking about your family history. So anything that you want to tell
us about your ancestors and how they came to Salem and what you know about them?

RLH: All right. My—and I have no exact date for this—my ancestors—and I believe it would be
even my great grandfather but I cannot pinpoint any date for his having come to Salem, that is, or
Lynn, perhaps, firstly. My grandfather was born in 1868 and he may already have been here
although you think that’s right after the [American] Civil War, but I think that’s when the French
were starting to come down in droves or as recruited and whatnot. But at any rate, my father was
born in Lynn and he was the eldest of eight children. [He was] born in Lynn in 1894. And they
[the other children] descended from there on in. And somewhere along the way—and I don’t
know at what point in time that was either—they moved to Salem.

Now, my grandfather had been a meat-cutter and somewhere—again, somewhere along the
way—he bought a market from his eldest brother who was Isidore. And that was in the basement
of the old town hall [Salem’s Old Town Hall in Derby Square]. It was called the Subway. That
name probably came from the fact that it was subterranean [laughs] down in the basement and, in
effect, at least from the Front Street side, whereas on the other—the next level faced out to Essex
Street. And I have a little—some indication—I think it was nineteen—yeah, 1911. I have to keep
my things straight. My grandfather bought the store, which was essentially a meat market, from



his older brother Isidore in 1911. And he [Isidore] might have had it for quite a while. Why I say
1911 is that in one of these [referring to the bulletin of the Franco-American Institute of Salem]-
and you’re probably familiar with the Franco-American Institute of Salem—and they have a lot
of good information in that and I don’t know where they get their—you know, they search
through old French newspapers and whatnot. But at any rate, luckily for us—and I was the one at
least—the one who ended up with two pictures of the subway market.

[Holds up an 8.5x11 black and white photograph of the exterior of the Subway Market]

And you’ve probably seen this in my brother’s museum [laughs]. I'll call it that! His basement.
[his brother is Orille L’Heureux and in the basement of Orille’s house are many photographs and
items related to the family’s French Canadian heritage]. A poster size was made of these.

And this is the interior [holds up another black and white photograph]. Kind of bleak-looking but
there’s my grandfather and my father and you’ll notice that he’s wearing some sort of hard-
material cuffs. I suppose that was the protection of the day from blood and whatnot.

So today, if you were to look at this picture [holds up the photograph of the exterior of the
Subway market], that opening, which was subsequently blocked up, is what you see here in a
more recent photo of the town hall. [Holds up a photograph of the current exterior of the Old
Town Hall as seen from the Front Street side]. And that entrance would have been here on the
right. Again, I wouldn’t have any idea what time that was blocked up. The basement probably
became just that. Storage or—

4:32
EDO: Where was the entrance of that again?
EB: Right in between the—

RLH: Just to make a comparison, see. So [holds up exterior view from nineteen eleven] this
would have been between those two granite stoops.

EB: And you can see where they’ve bricked it over.
RLH: So—

4:55

EB: And when did the store close, do you know?

RLH: I don’t know. In—I don’t think it went as far as 1925, but in 1925 my grandfather and my
father, I believe, and my uncle Donald who’s also pictured here—By the way, I'll just interrupt
to say that on the back of the photo for this, from which this was taken, my father wrote for me.
He wrote about it. He says, “About 1912” when he was eighteen and he said who it was. [Roger



begins pointing to figures on the photograph] My uncle Donald, his brother, his father, of course,
and himself. But also he mentions [points to the tallest man in the photograph, wearing a suit]
James Scanlon, “a salesman from the Cuttighay Meat Packing Company”, which occupied the
level above which opened out onto Essex Street.. And how they could run a meat operation with
beef on the hoof or whatever, refrigeration or whatnot, I’ll never know. But that’s apparently
where they were and they were friendly enough or he came down and got included in a picture.

From there, that’s probably a good history in itself. To research how that meatpacking company
came to be there and what their history was—

So that’s pretty much my father’s—Oh, in 1925—
6:27
EB: So your father was born here, he ran the meat—the Subway Market—

RLH: With his father. Well, he was just a young fellow there, and I don’t know how much
longer they would have been there because now we’re talking about his having bought it—say, if
that’s really so—from his older brother. This is my grandfather now—buying it, taking over the
store from the market from his older brother Isidore, as I said. That is 1911. In 1925, which is
now some years later, they got together. I think, my grandfather, my father and Uncle Donald,
bought the Lincoln Hotel, which is at 117 Lafayette Street on the slope coming from downtown.
And so, from there on in we don’t necessarily have too many details as regards the store. So that
was my father’s story and history.

7:37

EB: Can I just ask you about the hotel? So who were the clientele for the hotel? Was it catering
to French Canadians?

RLH: At the hotel?
EB: Yeah.

RLH: Well, what all surprised me, because I didn’t know too much about your hotel. You said
people come and stay for the night. But apparently, and I think this was on—that there were
three levels.

First of all, there was a walkup with beautiful marble stairway and a lobby. So the second floor
was really the main floor for the hotel. Then there were two floors above that. But they had what
would be called, naturally, transients, nightly people. But they had—effectively were renting
rooms, is what it was. They had weekly patrons, and I got to meet many of them ‘cause I'd go up
there, and they’d always be the same people, naturally. All men. There was a Mister Reagan, a
Jewish fellow named Nefussy. N-E-F-U-S-S-Y. And others.



Of course, the hotel had a string of establishments down below. Ropes Drug on the corner, the
Harbor Street side. And, Eno’s lunch counter. Charlie Lamontaigne had a haberdashery or
men’s store. Mister Pillardi had a barbershop, which I patronized. And I think even Goldie
Porter had a corset shop [laughs], which my mother went to for her garments, she called them.
Then the Ward Acre Café. So, six or seven establishments in front of which was a barroom. In
front of which, I spent many a moon, many a moment waiting for my father to come out of
[laughs]. But that was—that was—that’s where he took his breaks. [laughs]. We won’t go into—

9:50

VLH: [from off camera] You were born there, weren’t you? Isn’t that’s where you were born?
That was your birthplace!

RLH: That’s right. In 1932 my folks were married and there was a small apartment around the
corner on Ward Street. Number two. And I think Orille—I’m not sure Orille was born there but I
know I was born—By the way, I have a twin sister, Lucille. And we were born there, and I
thought at one time, just as a joke, ’cause Ward Street and Peabody Street, you know—you’re
getting into the lower—and I’'m not—the people were all great people but it was a dense
neighborhood. And I always thought, as a spoof, to make a little white sign that said, “Here on
January 26, 1939, we were born.” [laughs]

EB: Roger and Lucille—

RLH: No, not Nathaniel Hawthorne, it was just Roger and Lucille [laughs]. But anyway, so that
was our place of birth. But as soon as we came along—we were twins—so now the place is
crowded, so my father bought a property on Cherry Street and that was two houses: an apartment
house in the front, which had four apartments, later to be converted into six where he added on at
the top. And then this nice home in the back, which is a two family and I was essentially raised
there and we—my brothers and sisters—and in the fifties the people who had been upstairs, the
Stiles, a nice older couple, by that time—My folks needed more room too, so we moved upstairs
and it’s—and I’m going to deviate here just a bit away from the family.

It’s only in recent times that I came to discover that were you to look at a little bit—even a map
on Ebay, you can see a little bit of an outline or whatnot. The water used to come all the way in
by—In fact, we went by that big sea wall right on Derby Street where Salem—the big
intersection, where is it? Lafayette, Central, and then Derby, and New Derby—and my father
said that when he was a youngster there were ships at that spot. And so, just like Back Bay in
Boston, they filled and kept filling and filling. No, but the water used to go down, and I don’t
know if it was fed from rivers further up or if the whole business [recording skips] tidal body of
water that ships could come up that far. But on Cherry Street, now, if you look at a map, you see
this—on Cherry Street, where our house backed up to and a fairly—an embankment that was
thirty or forty feet deep. We always—and my mother hated this—we called it “the dump”
because it just had sumac trees and whatnot and beyond were some shoe shops so you’d hear the



clickity-clack all day long and then Canal Street. But, my father was telling me that we were on
the other side of the fence, because there was a big field next to our home, which bordered Cedar
Street. And he said, when we moved there, or when they moved there, there was a Mister
Saunders. We lived at sixteen and a Mister Saunders who lived at fifteen, and I have no idea
what his business was but he was elderly then. And my father said that Mister Saunders and he
were overlooking this depression that went down to Canal Street and whatnot, and he said,
“Orille” he said, “When I was a boy now, there were ships here.” And you know, it just, it just
floored me. So I was telling Armand Devoe and he said, “Oh yeah, they called that area Porter
Cove.” Hence, Porter Street, which goes into it, if you’re familiar with some of the streets in
Salem. So, it all came to—I came to realize in that was the case. And again, it took me a long
time to have come upon that. And he said, if you go to City Hall—he said he had done it one
time—this is Armand Devoe—and I understand he may be coming for an interview also. And he
said he had gone to the Engineer’s Office at City Hall and seen a map that showed it more in
greater detail.

So that was our home and that’s where we were raised.
14:52
EB: Did your parents meet in Salem? Was you mother born in Salem also?

RLH: No, my mother was born—and she still wonders why—in some pea-picking far out burg in
Quebec, in Canada. And she can only surmise, as many did, they’d come down, work for a few
years or whatever. They were gonna save some money, go back, and buy a farm and they’d go
back. Because if she—if my grandmother was pregnant, I doubt if they would have, at that
time—my mother was born in 1905—at that time, they would have had a bumpy ride to the
boondocks and to have my mother, who was the third in line. And I’ve got the name of the town
and it’s an odd name even. It’s Sainte-Emélie-de-1'Energie, and I have a copy of—I think they
either mailed or wrote in the [nineteen] thirties and got a birth certificate. And they list her birth
and they list my grandfather as a cultivateur—farmer—and my grandmother as—as they used to
do in the Salem Evening News, “at home.” So, it’s hard without—you know, to have been able
to ask the questions when there was somebody to answer them. That’s always the bad thing with
genealogy and whatnot.

So her family emigrated—immigrated to this country possibly at the same time and they had
settled in Lowell and somehow they met, my grandfather and grandmother, and settled in Salem.
My grandfather had—as I understand and you’ll read in some of these accounts [gestures
towards the copies of the newsletters by the Franco-American Institute of Salem] where they
would go in to these places in Canada and actively recruit young men to come down and work.
And once one came, you know, the others would come so they could make a few dollars and
instead of working for—scraping and eking out a living at farming. And they would empty entire



towns, which is probably a bad thing at the time for Canada, but it was very rural and so that’s
the way it was—

17:30
EB: So do you think he worked in a mill then?

RLH: My grandfather worked—my paternal grandfather, now, Wilbrod Audette. That’s my
brother’s middle name, by the way, [laughs] Wilbrod, which is probably a French variation of
Wilbur or Scandinavian Wilbrod, whatever, but any—([laughs]. But my grandfather, when I was
a kid, was working at a leather shop, a leather tannery in Peabody called Hunt and Rankin, or
Hunt-Rankin, or Hunt and Rankin. And I don’t think they had OSHA [Occupational Safety and
Health Administration] in those days because I can remember going with my father to this
tannery, and actually being where the work was done and there was all this slippery—you know,
there were pale blue skins all over. And today you couldn’t walk in there whether you were an
adult that didn’t belong. So he worked in leather ‘till he died, I suppose. He had diabetes but he
wasn’t very good at maintaining his—

In fact, as a child there was a corner store—we lived very close. My grandparents were living on
Cedar Street and we’re living on Cherry Street, so the broad side of our home gave on to Cedar
Street, so you just walk across the field and you were there. As a young boy he’d send me to—he
sent me, and I got hell for it. And I said, I shouldn’t have gotten hell for it. He’d send me to the
corner store for candy bars! Well, I mean, [laughs] you know, what? [I won’t] Don’t do it again.
But jeepers, don’t bang me over the head for doing that. So that’s pretty much my family as it
came along.

I was going to talk about—there is one little—Well, I can hop around from this to that. You
mentioned that it’s right there [points out window of living room of 16 Herbert Street] where the
church had been [the first St. Joseph’s church building in Salem, MA]. This, I think, [takes out a
photo] was taken from the FAIS [Franco American Institute of Salem] or from a hundredth
anniversary or fiftieth anniversary celebration of the church. And here, I made a copy only
because I thought the dates were good. This [pointing to photo] would have been the church.
Eighteen seventy-five, it would have been right here on Herbert Street.

EB: Herbert Street, uh-huh.

RLH: And then it was followed by this church [points to photo at bottom of page]. Now, if you’ll
notice the architecture of that church, it’s the same church that appears in this FAIS, Franco
Institute of Salem—Franco Institute of Salem, Inc. [shows another image] Okay, they added a
portico, okay, and why this? I think this is now on the new property on Lafayette Street. They
went from this, and then purchased that [points to two photos]. But why I bring this one up, if
you’ll notice this horseshoe-like fountainbleu. I think that’s what—



My brother—I don’t know if had shown you this. Had he brought this along? [shows another
photograph]

EB: I think I’ve seen this picture once, yes.

RLH: Okay, he’s had these made up for me and our sisters and even had the photographer—My
father told him which fellow was—which kid was [my father] so he [Roger’s brother] had him
put it up there like a big—[laughs and points to the child’s face at the top of the upper balcony].

21:18
EB: So, these are students at the Saint Joseph’s School?

RLH: That’s the Saint Joseph’s church front steps. And I was quite interested in—if you will
notice the costumes they’re wearing. They were zouaves. Now, zouaves was a—In fact, I bought
a Civil War book for just that topic. Came out of French-colonial times when they were in North
Africa and apparently zouaves were very well-known in battle and all that. And so it was
adopted as a costume and as sort of a fighting unit of several in the Civil War. So that you’d have
these—and, of course, the characteristic that’s known is—This [shows a page from a book] is a
page from a Civil War book that shows a regiment and they’re all dressed like Arabs wearing
bloomers [laughs]. So, but what I can only deduce with this picture that you’ve just seen is that
this might have been—and these are all boys and they’re all holding, I suppose, wooden rifles
and there is a little fife and drum unit in front. So this is probably the forerunner of drum and
bugle corps and cadet corps that were popular. I remember growing up in the church—Dby the
way, the church was the center of activity and life for the French Canadians and that’s all
through New England. I should say that if you were in some—if you were in New England—
whether you were in Lewiston, Maine or Danielson, Connecticut—if there was a French
population, the church was the center. The nuns, they might have been different religious orders
but they all taught the same. There was a Baltimore catechism in French. God bless us all.
[laughs]

23:45
EB: This is the old church, so this is before they built the stone St. Joseph’s?

RLH: Righto. So if we were to look at the date—and again—right, this is—OXkay, the church
there was 1875, the first one. The second one, what have they got here? I'm also blind by the
way. Eighteen eighty-six. So this lasted till some twenty years until, I believe, in 1905 they built
that big edifice.

EB: So that would have been between 85, 1885 and 1905?



RLH: Right, and that lasted what, nine years before it burned down in the conflagration of
June—In fact, was it June 25™ 1914. So I’ve got some copies of these things that I'm going to
leave with you.

EB: That would be great.
RLH: Okay.
24:50

EB: So, what do you remember most about your childhood, growing up in the Franco-American
community? What did you do for fun?

RLH: Well, I was going to touch on the language. Of course, we spoke—even as a little—and I
don’t’ know at what age. I could have been four. I could have been six. But I can remember
being in front of the refrigerator at 16 Cherry Street. That had to be on the lower level or the
downstairs apartment. And my mother had said something to this effect, you know, “Veux-tu du
lait?” and then three seconds later, “Do you want some milk?”” And I picked up on that somehow
in my own little mind and said; “How come now you said ‘/ai’ and then you said ‘milk’?” And
she had a good answer, which took care of the situation. She said, “Well, everything has two
names.” So, from there on [laughs]—yes, because we spoke French at home. My father and she
spoke French, and all my relatives and aunts, and the rest of it in church, the good sisters. So at
least from the language point of view, French was in the house all the time, good, bad or
indifferent, as some might want to say.

VLH: That, and knickers. [from off screen, a comment from Roger’s wife]

RLH: But we had—it was a happy childhood. My folks—it’s funny because they—my sister
said, “Do you think our folks were dysfunctional?” and [I said] “I don’t know!” I said, “You
know, they had their problems—" But we had—I never considered myself and my brothers and
sisters too, as having anything but a happy childhood. And went to school and even later on—
and I’ve got a whole story about that because I was going to get more into the language. As all of
us came out of parochial school—French, of course, we spoke with whatever French that we had
learned, or whatever French we were exposed to. We were all generally understood. But there
was a lot of Franglais. Verbs were always in the first conjugation. In fact, this happened in
Nashua but it will illustrate how the language went, and that you could have heard it anywhere
in—I keep saying New England—in a French Canadian milieu.

I was going into the Nashua mall and in those days, it was just an entrance, and an exit, and a
sidewalk, and then the driveway. And so as I'm going in, these two white-haired ladies—their
hair was obviously just done up—were jib-jabbering in French. So, at that very moment two
gents are picking them up in a Cadillac, an old Cadillac, and they overshot them a bit. And one
said to the other, “Attends une minute. Ils vont backer up.” 1 said, “Oh my god.” I said, “That







































VLH [from off camera]: So clean. So clean and so nice.
1:06:32

EB: I just have one last question and then we’ll see if there is anything else that we missed.
We’ve been asking people about how you identify your heritage. When you meet people from
other cultures or other towns, do you say you’re French Canadian? Do you say you’re French?
Do you say you’re Quebecois? Or do you say you’re Franco American?

RLH: I say I'm—I don’t say Franco-American. I said I'm French-Canadian and where I am
that’s generally understood. You know, if I was elsewhere I might say Franco-American. But
then, they ask you, do you speak Canadian French or Parisian French, which always gets me.
French is French, I tell them. Yes, of course, one expression I finally learned in French is that if
you speaking with a person who knows French well is “Je suis Québécois de souche”, which
means of stock, Canadian stock. Quebecois stock. It doesn’t mean I was born there or that I'm a
Quebecer, but it’s like saying I'm of French extraction. So it’s a term like that.

But where we’re living now, if I meet people with a French surname, I’ve got to ask them if
they’re French-speaking. They’ll say, “Oh no, that’s my husband’s name and he stopped” or I'll
talk to a fellow and he says, “Well until I was six years old, that’s all I spoke” and then the
grandparents went off. And I’m surprised at that because to me, I don’t know how you lose it.
Well, naturally [if] you don’t’ use it. But that they would have come upon enough people who
spoke it, that they wouldn’t have lost it altogether.

But I’ve been—I myself have been sorry that I somehow didn’t discover that I had French—I
don’t want to say basics—but now we’ve met some people, Lee Caron—

By the way I'm going to—you might—I don’t know how many more subjects you need of our
era but the fellow—the colored picture I had shown you earlier—shows me and a fellow who
moved up to Nashua two years ago named Lee Caron.

VLH: [from off camera] Part of our group here in Salem.

RLH. Yeah. This is he. This picture isn’t very clear of either one of us, but he may have a
different slant on things.

EB: He looks familiar.

VLH: [from off camera] He was raised in Salem, as was his wife.

EB: I had a student, Lindsay Caron. I don’t know if they’re in the same—
RLH: What is the name?

EB: Lindsay.



VLH: [from off camera] Wouldn’t have been a cousin.

RLH: What age group?

EB: She’s in her twenties.

RLH: Oh, okay, so she’s much younger.

VLH: [from off camera] Cause he’s older.

RLH: In fact, he’s, what? I think he’s even a year older than—or two—than Orille.

VLH: [from off camera] He’s a couple of years older than Orille. So that would make him about
seventy eight or nine.

1:10:07

EDO: Does Merrimack, itself, have a significant French Canadian population? I know
Manchester does, Nashua does, New Bedford, a little bit.

RLH: Well, being that it’s a smaller town, they’d be scattered or they’ve come from—
EDO: I'm just curious.

VLH: [from off camera] It’s more spread out. They’re not like, this is the French neighborhood.
This is the Irish neighborhood, etcetera. It’s not like that.

RLH: Well, it’s always been more suburban than not, so.

VLH: [from off camera] I know Manchester and Nashua each have, like, the French section, and
this section, and that section, but Merrimack doesn’t have that.

RLH: In fact, Nashua had an area called French Hill. Oh, and Manchester has [the] West Side.
That was always known as the French. But today it’s just, don’t you know, as time goes on—

VLH: [from off camera] Things change.

RLH: It’s scattered out. But I don’t know what else I wanted to say.
EB: That’s all we have.

RLH: When’s your next—?

EB: Armand should be here any minute so—

RLH: [laughs] Well, this was—

EB: Thank you so much and thanks for bringing all the pictures and—



[All parties talking at same time. Virgina gets up to step out of room. Roger asks if microphone
is still on. He has one more thing to say.]

RLH: Yeah, I'm not giving you everything—

EDO: I'm just gonna record this one last thing. Just be careful with the—I don’t want you trip on
the microphone

1:11:40

RLH: In nineteen—am I still on? No.

EDO: You are, go ahead.

RLH: It doesn’t have to be on.

EDOQ: Oh, it’s fine, as long as the tape’s still running.

RLH: In 1998, the school celebrated—St. Joseph’s school—celebrated its one hundredth
anniversary and a show was put on, largely a musical, and it included all St. Joseph’s students,
kids who are now older and done this and done that. And it’s just a wonderful thing but there’s
one segment that’s fairly long—in fact, he’s serving as master of ceremonies, master of cere-
baloney, master of ceremony. We were six or seven of us—me, playing the accordion—who
practiced, got together for a few nights over a few weeks before this, and these are not usually
musical people—

EDO: Right.

RLH: In Orille’s basement, his museum [laughs]. Anyway, we put on—we sang. I played the
accordion and sang, folkloric songs, things everybody heard. And it was a VHS tape and
Virginia was the one holding the camera. I forget whose it was. But that is worth looking at—

EDO: Where is that? Is there a copy of it somewhere?

RLH: Well that’s why I’'m gonna—I have—it was made into CD. DVD? Yeah, DVD. And I'd be
happy to have it reproduced. Right now, I'm without a computer so I’m sort of—

EDO: If you wouldn’t mind, we would love it. I mean, those are exactly the sorts of things that
would be so important. Again, our goal is to really find a way to keep these things permanently,
so that ten years from now, fifty years from now, a hundred years from now, people can still
learn about these stories when all of us have gone on to some other place. That is fantastic.
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